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transatlantic hips, than known the stress of amorous
encounters.
Indeed these bedrooms give no scope for senti-
ment ; in the room itself no privacy is possible,
while in that barbarous anachronism, the Indian
bathroom, it is rudely forced upon you. There are
no shutters, only curtains of the scantiest dimensions.
The window-opening is fitted with fine-meshed
wire-gauze screens, which, while adequate for keep-
ing out mosquitoes, lend to curious disclosures. At
night they present a black, seemingly opaque sur-
face to the occupant of the room who, failing to see
the window is wide open, forgets to close it. How
often, coming back late at night, as I walked past
perfidiously open windows, have I had glimpses of
charming young persons brushing their hair or
powdering their necks, clad only in their innocence !
Outside on the verandah near the bedroom door the
" boys" gaze placidly at their mistresses with an
air of bovine detachment. In any case they can
hardly be accounted males, these feeble, hybrid
creatures, who seem a triple cross between a valet,
a coolie and an hotel " boots." Like cringing and,
on occasion, too familiar house-dogs, they keep
watch outside the bedroom doors ranged side by
side along interminable verandahs. Sometimes
they reminded me of vague, inefficient warders
posted in a jail corridor to watch the prisoners' cells.
Despite their primitive accommodation, perhaps
because of it, most Indian hotels have a distinctive
charm. So highly coloured, so exotic, is their set-
ting that the bleakness and lack of comfort within
comes as a positive relief.
A riotous profusion of bright flowers surges round
them, breaking at their feet in waves of colour ;
bougainvilleas float in the bath-tubs, gladioli sprout